270                 LETTERS  TO AN UNKNOWN

This beautiful place, which is called simply
Sagarratnedo, is in Spain; and if it were
near Paris, an enterprising man would show
it for ten cents and make his fortune. In
another cavern, at a league from there, but
in France, we found a score of smugglers,
who sang Basque songs in chorus, with the
accompaniment of the/' galoubet." It is a
little, shrill flute, very savage and very
agreeable. The music is full of character,
but sad enough to bury the devil, as are all
the tunes of mountaineers. We were guided
there by a singular man, who has made a
fortune by smuggling. He is the king of
these mountains, and everybody obeys him.
Nothing could have been more beautiful
than to see him gallop among the rocks on
our column's flank, which had a great deal of
trouble to go through the pass. He leaped
over all obstacles, yelling to his men in
Basque, in French, and in Spanish, and
never making a false step. The Empress had
charged him with watching over the Prince
Imperial, whom he made pass with his pony
through the most impossible routes which
you may imagine, and with as much care ofes withour look-er.you   are worth as much as
